

[image: Cover]




The Leafy Man of My Dreams




Marco May




Copyright © 2022 by Marco May




All characters are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




Find more books from Marco May at http://www.indieerotica.com/marco-may/




The Leafy Man of My Dreams







Quite a distance from sullen, but not quite lively or animated. It just was, and it needed a permanent windowsill to rest on. It needed to be given not just proper care, but the tenderest of love that only an appreciator of Earth’s diverse flora could give.

There it was, among the other equally small plants on the purchase rack: an herbesco succidus, according to the information tag. Er-bess-coh soo-chee-doos? Who knew how it was pronounced? But lush it was in its semicircular pot like half a blue ball. It was verdant despite its patchiness, with a thick, six-inch stem resembling a small cactus, except without spines or thorns. Instead, the smoothness of the non-bushy sections called for a stroke just for kicks.

“You seem rather interested in that plant, young man.”

I didn’t break my gaze from the herbesco succidus after the male clerk’s words filled my ears. “Sorry, I just can’t stop looking at it. It’s like nothing I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh, it’s not like anything you’ve ever seen, I can promise you that. Virtually all my customers have found this plant to be ugly and it’s just been a tough sell for me.”

I shifted my focus on the clerk whose nametag read Dick. “Hmm.” A barely visible slit on the round tip of the herbesco succidus caught my eye, and I hadn’t noticed it before. “Did someone try to cut this plant trying to be funny or something?” I pointed at the inspection.

Dick chuckled. “No, no. That’s the secretion opening, another reason my customers wouldn’t dare to buy this plant. They tend to think it looks a bit vulgar.” He cleared his throat and looked around his shoulders, prompting me to take a glance myself. Only two other customers remained in the shop, standing from afar in a different section. He inched closer to the plant and wrapped his fingers around a smooth section of the thick base. With a nonchalant face, he gave it a repetitive stroking motion—up and down, up and down.

I raised an eyebrow, glancing around the room again before taking another glimpse with tingly cheeks that probably reddened like a tomato. I pursed my lips to suppress a giggle.

Stroke after stroke in a speedy pace for about one minute, and a translucent, sap-like substance oozed out of the opening at the speed of molasses. “There’s the sap. If it’s sappy, it’s happy, I always say.”

My eyes bulged. Er…more like fappy. My head turned toward the other customers yet again before returning my gaze to the herbesco succidus. My cheeks became hotter than ever. How could a plant do such a thing? Was it magical? No, it couldn’t be. Magic didn’t exist; real life said so. It was just like the one time I’d thought I’d seen a mermaid in the lake. Nope. Not real.
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